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O real supernatural friend, here teach me how
To bear witness in this darkness to those graces
Whom, glory folded about them, I cannot know.

War, the unbearable beast in the sky, effaces
The effigies of Pity that rise up on a cloud:
The living and the dying hide their faces.

The dragon is in nebulae. Death has endowed
Each of us with a cockeyed crown of remorse.
We walk in a world where even the flesh is proud.

Sigh, O you far stars, weep over the whole universe
Where, grieving, the great blind is drawn and the one
Solitary crow of sorrow circles silently over our cause.

O will the labours of Pity never be done?

II

On a war's bed I was watching beside water:
Saw through a window Pity asleep on the quiet
Lake like a figure afloat in the eye of nature.

Sleeping, her swan had, in the stormcentre of riot,
Calmed fury like that one-time walker on waves
Who so amazed the water with his spirit

That it surrendered. For all creation behaves
As it is told by an impassioned faith.
Division exists only to prove who loves.

Then I saw Pity get up like a wraith

And step in sleep about her earthbound hovel:

Where her foot fell atonement laid a wreath.

But the loud ineffectual uproar of our evil
Crowds silent space. The immortal mirage
Flies off, in light, on its eternal travail

Till all space shimmers with our immoral image.

Ill

May it not, somehow, become fatal for all those
Who have solicited the various adverse powers
To advance them in an unforgiveable purpose,